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4 minutes and 30 seconds 


Author's Notes: 
Story is occuring in early 80's era, at the start of the Bad Seeds. 


"Come on, let's get out of here," Blixa says while looking for something to stub out his cigarette. "You've been 


hiding in here for like three days straight." 

Nick doesn't even look up at him. 

"When's the last time you slept?" 

"Don't recall," Nick mumbles. 

Since he's discovered that special speed cocktail that one of Blixa's friends prepares, Nick has been using it for 
feeding his creative writing sessions. Afternoons, evening and nights - no mornings, he never pays attention to 


mornings, mornings are for fucking tweeting birds and idiot yuppies who like jogging at sunrise - all blur into 


each other in one long stretched out day that lasts anywhere between 30 and 50 hours. The longer it gets, 


the more desperate and exhausted Nick is and the best and weirdest his writing. 

Nick has been staying in their room for too long now, according to Blixa. Not that his German friend worries 
that much about his health, but he'd rather have someone to hit the town with because he gets bored easily 
all by himself. 

All there is here are books, papers, photos, posters, clothes - mostly dirty, they'll need to do the laundry at 
some point - and a few old pillows which have lost their comforting fluff factor years ago, much like the 
tattered mattress that's crammed on the floor in the corner of the room between a bookshelf and the wall. 
"So... Are we going or fuck?" 

Blixa has been waiting for Nick for twenty minutes or so. The singer is still sitting there and writing, barefoot 
as usual, hunched over his miniature desk. Blixa peeks over his shoulder and sees he's mainly correcting what 
he wrote before. Striking words, replacing them, adding some cabalistic signs in the margins of the pages. 

"A song or a story?" 

"Its the same, isn't it?" Nick croaks. 

"Nein. Given the stack of paper, unless it's a 20-minute long song, its the start of a story." 

"I can sing a story on stage. | can sing a book," Nick replies. 

"Sure, and | will leave after ten minutes of listening to your mad and pretentious bullshit" 

Nick turns around and stares at Blixa, trying to look offended. 

"I thought you loved my pretentious bullshit!" 

"Yes, | do. In instalments of 4 minute 30 max. We keep it that way.’ 

Nick scratches his head. His hair is a teased up black mess which definitely needs a shower and some shampoo. 
"What if | fuck you for 4 minutes 30?," Nick ponders out loud 

Blixa grins back at him. 

"Don't get ahead of yourself, Nicky." 


"Come on.. l'm all turned on by what | was writing." 


"What is it about?," Blixas asks, thinking too late that he should probably better not know. 


"A story about an old Japanese illegal emigrant fisherman who befriends the son of his neighbors and 


convinces him to do degrading sex things to him while making him swallow very tiny fish that are still alive." 
Blixa raises an eyebrow at the storyline and applauds. 


"Brilliant allegory of our hypocritical society, I'm sure people will catch our drift. That'll go on our next album, 


right?" 

Nick finally stands up and approaches Blixa. 

"It would be more than 4 minutes 30, unfortunately," Nick whispers next to his guitarist's ear. 

"Shit. What are we gonna do about that?" 

Nick walks on and pushes Blixa against the wall. He's serious when he says he wants to fuck him. The guitarist 
knows him that well. It's only been one year they live and play in the band together but Nick is pretty 
transparent to him for certain things. Sex is one of them. It's not the first time Nick hints at it but it's the 
first time he says it like that, loud and clear. It's the leftover speed that talks but still, Blixa knows damn well 
he means it. 

"You're oh so pretty.. You would have been such a beautiful girl," Nick says. 

Blixa frowns. 

"| prefer being a guy." 

"Well.. Yeah, why not?... It's just that | like it when girls are wet. Boys don't get wet" 

The German guitarist wonders how much more appalling the conversation can get at this point. 


"If you're trying dirty talk here, you're blatantly mediocre at it, you know that, don't you?" 


Nick shakes his head and presses himself against Blixa, who's now sandwiched between a hard cold wall and a 


hard hot singer. 


"I know you do guys.. Will you do me?," Nick asks with a very unnatural shy smile for someone who's currently 


grinding his erection against somebody else's thigh. 


Blixa glares at him, but it is not very effective since he's still high from what he smoked earlier in the evening 


and he's floating somewhere on a cloud of mellowness that definitely doesn't help him look mean or angry. 


"Are you that desperate? We go out, you'll find a girl." 


"| want you" 
"Why?" 

“cause I've always wanted you.. | just never said anything," Nick answers. 
"Bullshit" 


"No... | swear. You're like an overgrown punk pixie with Bambi's eyes. How could | resist?," Nick says as he cups 


the guitarist's face in his ink-stained hands. 
"m what?!,” the guitarist exclaims. 


And before Blixa can protest or wonder any further, Nick crashes his mouth on his bandmate. The back of 
Blixa's head bumps against the wall and as the brief shock makes him gasp, Nick shoves his tongue in his 
mouth, claiming him with a passionate kiss that hurts almost as much as Nick's iron grip on his bony hips. 


"Stop it," Blixa manages to utter while pushing his face away from Nick who's panting, his head bent low in 


order to avoid his guitarist's gaze. 


The singer doesn't say anything but he's sorry, obviously. Nick nuzzles his face against his bandmate's neck 
and his hands are no longer gripping and holding him so tight. Now they're stroking his sides, from his hips to 


his waist, up and down, soothingly. Blixa feels Nick's uneven warm breath against his skin 

"Nick, goddammit.. Calm down," Blixa exhales. 

"I thought you liked it rough," Nick mumbles, his face still hidden in the crook of his guitarists neck 

"Not with you not knowing what the hell you're doing." 

Nick eventually straighten up to look at Blixa's blue eyes. They're a few shades darker than usual, he thinks, or 
it's the lack of sleep that's finally catching up with him and he can't see clearly anymore. Whatever. Blixa looks 
stunning like this, a little high and a little upset, his lips reddened by the kiss, his face so thin and angular, with 
hollow cheeks and high cheekbones, all his facial features accentuated by his brown spiky teased hair. He's like 


an alien work of art. 


They quarrel quite often but Blixa can never stay mad too long at Nick's pleading eyes. He gives the singer a 


quick peck on the forehead before moving out of his reach. 


When the guitarist comes back in the room, Nick hasn't moved much. He's still standing there but he's leaning 
against the wall, his forehead resting on the faded wallpaper. The guitarist puts his hands on Nick's shoulders. 


"Get undressed," Blixa whispers. 


When the singer turns around from his meditative few minutes of wall facing, his eyes land on Blixa who is 


taking off his clothes. He's thin and pale and he's looking like he will break if Nick touches him. 
When he's done taking off his clothes, the singer joins him on the mattress, which is unfortunately as 


uncomfortable as the bare wooden floor itself. Blixa is lying on his back and is eyeing Nick's body and rock hard 


cock. 

"You'll be careful with that thing, right?" 

"What thing?" 

"That surprisingly fucking big cock of yours." 

"Oh! That thing..." Nick says as he strokes himself and moves over him with a big grin on his ash-colored face. 
Blixa pouts at his singer, his pretty pink lips teasing him. Nick closes his eyes and stops touching himself. He 
doesn't want to come too fast but seeing his friend lying down under him, willing and uberly fuckable, is almost 
enough to push him over the edge. 

"Second thoughts?,” Blixa asks when he sees Nick stopping and just hovering above him. 

"No. Just... Thinking.” 

"Am not as sexy as your old fisherman story?" 

"On the contrary.. Am wondering why a depraved pretty boy like you ends up in bed with a freak like me." 
Blixa licks his lips and runs his fingers in the singer's black mane. 

"You're freakishly beautiful, Nick. Don't ever believe anyone saying the contrary. 


"You're still high or you mean it?" 


"Both," the guitarist replies. "Now, magnificent beast from down under... Put some of this on and get me off. 
You got 4 minutes and 30 seconds," Blixa tells his bandmate as he hands him a small pot of Vaseline. 


